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All that matters 


Author's Notes: 

| did something bad. | read this story: 

htp://wwwfanworks.org/viewphp?stor yid=353b6¢start =| 

and loved it-but it broke my heart a little. So | wrote a sequel-which is what you find here. To Teesa, the 
author of the original story-| hope you don\'t mind, but please let me know if you\'d like me to take this down. 
Your story was so beautiful that it inspired me to create something | had no plans of creating. Thank you. To 
those of you reading-please read Teesa\'s story first. A) It\'s excellent; and B) You won\'t really be able to 


follow this one otherwise. 


Cross-posted from Fanworks. 100% fiction | own nothing and no one. 


| don't know how | make it to my hotel room, but somehow, | do. Only it's no better in here, trapped within 
four burgundy walls, with nothing but my thoughts to keep me company. But at least here no one is watching; 
at least here, | can let the tears run down my face with no shame, except before myself. | bury my head in 


those "better" Marriot pillows; try to make myself disappear. 


How many things can | fuck up in one night? This must be some sort of record. What the fuck made me walk 


out of that dressing room? And why didn't | run from that son-of-a-bitch when | had the chance? 


Now we've got to cancel at least one show, may be more. And who the fuck knows what's going to happen 
after that, if Dave's ever going to want to be in the same room with me again.. 


That last thought punches me in the gut full-force. What have | done? Why didn't | lie, why didn't | come up 
with some bullshit cover story? He's fine with me being gay. Great. That doesn't fucking mean he's going to be 
fine with me being in love with him. We're in a band. We have to write together, perform together, fucking 


change together. How on earth... 


Someone's knocking on my door - loudly, insistently. Dave? Hardly daring to hope, | make my way to the peep 
hole. Yes. My hands are shaking so hard | can barely undo the bolt lock. 


He looks like hell, and thats saying something, coming from me. His hair is sticking out in all directions - kinda 
like he's been trying to pull it out of his head for the past half hour. And his eyes - as if my heart wasn't 
breaking enough already - are slightly bloodshot, and wet. 


"Dave, I'm.." | don't know what to say. And | need to say something, anything to make those tears go away.. But 
he puts a finger to his lips to silence me, closing the door behind him. 


He comes right up to me, puts a hand on my shoulder. So he's willing to touch me - that's good, right? 
"Why didn't you tell me, Taylor?" 
Oh. Fuck. 


There's no turning back, is there? | glance away, because | can't bear looking into his eyes right now. "What 


was | supposed to say, mate? It's not exactly an easy thing to tell your straight best friend” 
Dave sighs, and sinks onto my bed. "Only one of the two, l'm afraid” 
| feel the tears creeping in again. Apparently I've done as much damage as l'd feared. 


"Do straight men take every chance they get to wrap their arms around their drummers?" He says quietly, 
and my jaw drops. "Do they lean in far too close on stage, just so they smell that drummer's sweat? Or 
‘accidentally’ touch his back?" The block of ice that's taken residence in the pit of my stomach is melting 
faster and faster. His voice drops a few more decibles. "Do they fantasize about making love to gangly, blond 


haired men who prefer surfer shorts and oversized t-shirts to any other articles of clothing?" 


Holy shit. More than anything, | want to lean in and kiss him. Using all my willpower to restrain myself, | reach 
out and take both of his hands in mine. He looks up at me, and, unable to resist, | let one go and place a hand 


on his cheek instead. 


"Dave, |.. | had no idea.. I'm so sorry.." He shakes his head no, as if to say that's not necessary. "No, I'm 
serious. l'm a moron. Don't shake your head, you know | am." A hint of a smile. God, | could spend the rest of 


my life watching this man smile, and need nothing more. "Why... didn't you tell me?" 
"I didn't think you'd be into it. Into me. | mean, you could have anyone... And I'm not exactly." 


"l, not be into you? You have no idea how incredible you are, do you.." My hand is still on his cheek, and | can 
feel his beard move against my palm as he smiles. | swallow hard. I'm just an emotional wreck tonight. But | 


wouldn't change a thing about this moment. 


He reaches up and cups my face in his hand. Drummer calluses. Guitar calluses. Don't let go, Dave. Don't ever 


let me go. 


We're staring into each others eyes, and it's wonderful and terrifying at the same time. We both want this so 
bad it hurts, but we're both fucking scared. I'm used to following his lead. He's my front man, my captain so to 
speak.. He's older. But suddenly | realize that as scary as this is for me, it's ten times more so for him. | 


stroke his cheek with my thumb and he leans into my touch, eyes fluttering shut. 


Suddenly it hits me: for the first time in fifteen years, | don't have to resist anymore. | let go of his hand, and 
gently brush the hair away from his face. His eyes reopen, finding mine as | lean toward him. And then our lips 
touch, and it's the most perfect, most beautiful delirium, his lips against mine, my tongue entering his mouth, 
his seeking mine, tasting him, feeling him taste me. Spearmint, salt, smoky musk, soft skin, prickly facial hair, 
hints of cologne, cigarettes, sweat.. We've found each others’ shoulders and pulled close; my chest is nearly 


flush against his. When we need a breath, we pull apart, leaning our foreheads against each other. 


"Wow..." He says softly. And then, with that signature grin of his, "You're a fucking great kisser, motherfucker.” 
| laugh. "You're not so bad yourself, Disco. Not bad at all.” 


"Really?" He says, suddenly shy. "You mean it?" 

Instead of answering, | kiss him again. "I could do this forever." | whisper earnestly, and then immediately panic 
- did | just take this too far? Apparently | look pretty freaked out, too, because he wraps his arms around me 
and pulls me into him. 

"Shhh," he says softly; | feel my heart rate slow a few notches. "I'm right there with you." 

| nuzzle my head against the crook of his neck. | don't remember the last time | felt this.. happy. Never, 
probably. "Stay with me tonight?" | whisper. He pulls away a little, and | see that his eyes are wide again. "We 


don't have to do anything." | say hurriedly. "Just sleep.” 


He grins, lacing his fingers through mine. "Well, we can do some things...” 


"As much or as little as you want." | say, and | mean it - the last thing | want to do is rush him. 


"Deal." He raises his arm, pretending (°) to sniff his own armpit and makes a face. "I've gotta shower though, 


dude." 
"Me. Too." | nod pointedly. | can still smell that fucker's cologne on me, and it makes me want to puke. 


"Oh shit, Tay, I'm sorry. How you doing?" He's looking at me all concerned now and | know I'm the luckiest man 


in the world. 
‘Im fine." My turn to find my own fingers oh-so-interesting. "Pretty fucking amazing, actually.” 


A rough index finger slips underneath my chin, pulling my face back up. And then he's kissing me again, all soft 
and gentle and loving. I've never been kissed like that before. Ever. "You go first.” 


| squeeze his hand, and bolt for the shower. 


When | come out, he's sprawled across my bed, leafing through one of my Modern Drummer issues. | slap his 


butt gently. "Its all yours." 
He looks over his shoulder. "What, my ass?" 


"No, you moron, the shower." He's laughing at me. He knew exactly what | meant. OF course he did. "Oh, just go 


wash up, Disco... 
He grins, and disappears into the bathroom. 


l'm so jittery | can't figure out what to do with myself. | pull on a clean pair of boxers, straighten the bed. Lie 
down on it. Get up again, realizing that Dave will probably need something to change into. Find a pair of new 
boxer briefs that have turned out to be a size too large for me, but should fit him perfectly. | thought about 
giving them to him before all this, but that would've been waaay too awkward, even for us. Is it still? | lay 
them on the bed, figuring he can ignore them if he wants. Leaf through the Modern Drummer that he'd been 
looking at. Either the issue is utterly dull, or | just can't focus right now. Or both.. 


The shower turns off and my stomach churns anxiously - half excitement, half pure terror. | haven't been 
with anyone | gave a shit about since Allison - and Dave's not just someone | care about; he's the someone - 


the one and only person | ever actually wanted.. 


He comes out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist, and my breath hitches. He's fucking 
stunning, this man. He glances at me, smiling shyly. "Dude, | just realized I've got no clothes here." 


| feel my face flush. "Yea, | thought about that.. I've got a pair of boxers here," | nod toward the bed vaguely. 


"They're brand new; | accidently bought a size too big. You're.. welcome to them if you want... 


He grabs them off the bed. "Cool, that works. Thanks!" He hesitates for a second, then disappears into the 
bathroom again. | breath a sigh of relief. 


Then he's back, sitting next to me, staring at his knees. "Tay, | don't know how to ask this without sounding like 
a totally pussy, but.. Do you mind if we don't... actually have sex tonight?" His voice is so soft | barely make 
out the words. 


God, I've never seen him so vulnerable. And it's breaking my heart and turning me on so fucking much l'm 


about to explode. | place a hand on his cheek. 
"Of course | don't mind. D, look at me." His eyes finally meet mine. "I'm scared, too, man. You know that, right?" 
He looks up. "How come?" 


"Because you are the most important person in my life. Well, next to my kids, may be.. And this?" | motion 
vaguely at him and myself. "This is the best fucking thing that's ever happened to me. And l'm fucking terrified 


l'm gonna screw it up, that l'm gonna do something to make you stop wanting me..." 
He shakes his head no. "I could never stop wanting you." 


It means that world to hear him say that. | kiss him, putting everything | feel - the gratitude, the love, all 
these insecurities, into that kiss. When we break apart, | find his eyes again "Promise me that if things start 
to feel too fast, you'll stop me. Okay?" 


He nods. "Scouts honor." Bastard. 


Next thing | know, we are tangled in each other, mouths seeking out skin, fingers exploring each crevice. | touch 
my lips to his clavicle; he shudders beneath me, emitting a moan that travels directly to my nether regions. | 
kiss and lick my way down his chest, draw his nipple into my mouth, and am rewarded by the most beautiful 
sight | could ask for: Dave, his back arched, lips parted, burning chocolate eyes fixed on my own. Fuck. | move 
my mouth to his other side, never breaking eye contact. Another moan, this one filled with such need that | 
have to stop myself from tearing those boxer briefs right off him. Patience, Taylor. 


Suddenly he shifts, flipping me onto my stomach. | start to protest, but his lips touch the top of my spine and 
all thought is wiped clean from my brain. Then the lips are gone, and now | am protesting - or rather 


whimpering pathetically, desperate to feel his touch again 


"Shhh," he whispers, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my boxers, sliding them slightly over my hips. 
My heart is pounding harder than it has any right to. What is he planning to do? A few seconds pass before | 


realize that the answer, perhaps, is nothing. 


"Dave?" | croak, straining my neck to look up at him. His eyes are fixed on my lower back. 


"Do you know how many times I've imagined seeing you like this?" He says softly, glancing up at me. Before | 
can find my voice again, he bends down, his lips brushing against my lower back, covering it with kisses that 
leave me writhing beneath him, moaning desperately into that hotel pillow. Just as I'm about to lose control, he 


starts to kiss his way up my spine, sliding his body on top of mine till he's pressing, rock hard, against my ass. 


"Fuck, Tay.." He breathes against my neck. This is too much... I've got a couple minutes left in me, at best, so | 
squirm out from under him, sliding my boxers off the rest of the way and guiding him onto his back. 


"| want.. to feel you.. against me," | whisper into his ear, fingering his waistband. He's looking at me wide-eyed, 

but nods immediately and smiles. | kiss him, easing those boxer briefs off his hips; lay my body against his. He 
moans into my mouth, bucking against me, and | know he's as desperate for this as | am. We slide against each 
other, slow at first, and then faster, delicious friction building to a crescendo that within seconds brings us to 
the edge. And then we're in freefall, waves of ecstasy sweeping through us, and he's the only thing that's real, 
Dave, his skin against mine, his arms pulling me to him as he makes the most incredible fucking sounds I've 


ever heard. 


| collapse on top of him, resting my head against the crook of his neck His palm finds its way to the center of 


my back, warm and reassuring and safe. This. Is all that I've ever wanted. 
"Tay?" he whispers into my hair. 
"Yea?" 


"I love you." His voice is shaking a little. | know why. Mine's gonna do the same thing. | look up and meet his 
eyes. | want to see him when | tell him this. Because its nothing like all those times on stage, all those times in 


interviews, all those times anywhere else. This is for real. 


"| love you, too, D" | whisper, gently wiping away the tear that's making its way down his cheek. He smiles, and 


does the same for me. Yea, we're little girls. So? 


There's so much we'll have to figure out, so many decisions we'll have to make. What are we going to tell our 
bandmates? And our kids? And our parents? Will | move in with him, or will we live separately? Will we hide 
this from our fans, or come clean? All of this stuff, it's all there, it's all real. But in the midst of it all, we're 


us now. And that's all that matters. 


